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THE STAR ROUTE TRIAL. 


THE SHARKS ESCAPE, BUT THE MINNOWS GET CAUGHT. 
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The Last Christian Sign. 

THERE may come atime when the Jews will 
so completely monopolize the mercantile pur- 
suits of New York that there will not be a 
sign left in sight bearing the faintest resem- 
blance to anything we see now. Some of the 
enthusiastic blatherskites of that aggressive 
race predict that such will be the case in the 
near future; and perhaps they are right. 
Yes, even the familiar names of Smith and 
Brown may disappear from our store fronts, 
and those belonging to Jews usurp their places. 
Indeed, a walk through our wholesale and 
retail districts will convince a person that 
more than one-half of the names now figur- 
ing upon the sign-boards bear unmistakable 
evidence of belonging to the sons of Abraham. 
And such being the case, how long will it be 
before the last Christian name will be pulled 
Jewish one take its place? 


, and they are doing 


down and a 

They make the threat 
the business. They are crowding into all 
sorts of mercantile lines and forcing others 
out. A walk through almost any street in 
New Yorx will convince any one of this fact, 
startling 
hundred per cent. in the past ten years. 


as it is, and they have inereased one 


Christian merchants and young wen with | 
mereantile aspirations had better be looking | 
around for some other business, for it is surely 
being taken possession of by the Jews; and 
at the rate they are going on, it certainly will 
ve but a few years before there will be no place 
for them, from the old clothes shops of Bax- 
ter street to tae 
of Franklin, White and Leonard streets. 


‘ Peesness is peesness! 


wholesale, dry goods palaces 


American Mules. 





Is England getting frightened or econom- 
ical, which? In her war with Egypt she has 
tried armored ships and railroad trains. but 
it would seem as though she finds them un- 
availing. or too slow. and has lately been 
purchasing American mules, 
the intention of turning them loose upon 
Arabi Bey. 


probably with 


for the purpose of having them 


THE JUDGE 


* Every- 
might 


captured and taken into hts army. 
thing is fair in war,” clse_ this 
seem diabolical on the part of England. 
Egyptians will probably 


Those ignorant 


mistake them for long-eared European 
horses, and attempt to make them useful, 
and they undoubtedly will be—to England. 
They will try to ride them, and they will fail, 
every mule getting away with his man. The 
nay try to make them draw wagons, and 
they will deliberately kick them to pieces. 
They may harness them to their artillery, but 
if they don’t demoralize it, they will proba- 
bly run away with it to the English lines 
Or they may try to make cavalry horses ol 
them, only to find out that they will create 
more disorder and inflict more injury on that 
branch of the service than the enemy can. 
But England has only to get a few hundred of 
our old army mules (and not one of them has 
been known to die since the war) and turn 
them .Joose upon Arabi to insure his utter 
discomfiture, and at the same time be able t 
lay off and quietly watch proceedings without 
firing a gun. This is probably a part of Sir 
Garnet Wolseley’s plan, and we must give him 
credit for possessing a great brain—provided 
always that he can transport the animuls 
to the seat of war. There is where the rub 
will come. They will have to be handled 
with the greatest care and transported in 
armored ships, loaded, unloaded, and fed with 
a crane worked by steam. Indeed, they must 
be handled with as much care as so man) 
O'Donovan Rossa’s, loaded with dynamite. 
But they are welcome to them, and Rossa too, 


if they want him. 


Concerning Coroners 

FoR very many years political justice has 
been disgraced by certain coroners who have 
made ridiculous and disgusting not only the 
law, but also our boasted common sense. 
Ignorance, brutality and defiance of public 
taste have reigned in some of our coroners’ 

offices. The very men of all men in the com- 

munity who, alike with physicians and clergy- 

men, should exercise the softest, the tenderest 

and most gentlemanly arts, have sometimes 

violated in the grossest manner the finest feel- 

| ings of widows and orphans, have turned 
| private sick-rooms inside out to the unwilling 
gaze of the abhorring multitude, and have 

tried to make popularity and fees by disgusting, 

unholy and unnecessary 

court which displays ignorance for justice and 

unwholesome levity for that sober inquisition 

which law, reason and sentiment demand. 

Governors of States, who have supervising 
power, know too well that such coroners as 
we describe are elected by the rabble: that 
these officers, who should have ready thought- 
fulness and discreetness, are sometimes the 
most brutal of men, who receive the office. 


whose fees are considerable, for political ser- 


vices rendered among the lowest grades of 


the party. Even in Tammany days the ob- 
jections made amongst quarreling candidates 
frequently were that the other fellow was a 
A bull in a china 
shop is a saint in heaven when compared 


loafer and too brutal. 


| 


| with some coroners in our history, who have 


exhibitions in a | 


ruthlessly entered sick rooms, frightened or- 
phans of a moment, insulted widows of an 
hour, and overturned all the holy and awful 
sentiments which naturally surround a bed of 
death. Nor have such men confined then 
demoniac demonstrations to the cold cham 
hers of death. They have dragged th 
shroud of the innocent in the public gutters, 
and have ruthlessly snatched the black veil of 
mourning from the pale, retiring face of the 
widow, and held it up betwecn the public and 
the sun, so that perchance they might fancy 
they saw a stain of blood. 

There are cood coroners, as there are wood 
tigers. Of bad coroners America has too 
many. Such men as David Dudley Field, 
Willtiain Allen Butler, Oakey Hall, a 


Wiiliam Curtis may endeavor to devise legal 


nd George 


iIneans for suppressing barbarism in coroners 


who administer justice without ability to read 


three-svllable words of law; but why is it 
that in all parts of the country the legalized 
resurrectionist, Who sometimes snatches the 
body of the mother before her last breath has 
grown cold on her orphan’s cheek, is enabled 
to parade himself before an astonished people, 
howling braggadocio, while his 


his mouth 
strut is ill-concealed by his borrowed ermine? 


A Good Reason For lt 


THE Youth's 


There is generally a garden attached toa private 


Companion Says : 
house in Germany. where in summer half the meals 
are eaten. For a German takes his meals out of doors 
vhenever he can. He is fond of the open air, and 
seems indifferent to the inseets which annoy the more 
lious Americans, who don’t like eating under the 
And there is a very good reason for it, 
too. The food they eat is generally too 
highly flavored and pungent to be eaten in a 
room, aud as for insects, they would leave the 
neighborhood in short order. Any person 
who has ever got a whiff from the steerage of 
an emigrant ship direct from Hamburg will 
understand this. 


IT is wu queer net thateatches minnows and 
allows the sharks to escape, as the big legal 
one did in Washington the other day. The 
trial of Brady, 
spiracy to rob the United States Treasury, 


Dorsey, and others, for con- 
resulted in the acquittal of and disagreement 
relative to ‘‘big guns” who had been ar- 
raigned, and the finding guilty of two insigni- 


ficant men who have scarcely been heard of 


outside of the indictment Were they put up 
for dummies—because it was necessary to 
convict somebody for an example, or has ex- 
act justice been done by the jury? It will 
probably be some time before this question is 
really settled, if it ever is, and in the mean- 
time people will continue towonder what sort 
of a net it is that catches minnows and allows 


sharks to escape. 


AN exchange says: ‘‘Mr. Fred Jewett will 


| sing ‘Jesus Alone,’ at the Fourth Church, Sun- 


day.” Mr. 


| 


Jewett will sing Jesus, alone, on 
many other occasions, but noticeably when 
he is laying down carpet. and accidentally 
hammers his thumb. 














ni 20 Wht nr ema gae 


ees 





Aoaronganae 


edit 



































“The Charge of the Light Ballet.” 


HALF a leg, half a leg, 

Half a leg onward, 

All before the foot-lights 

Danced the one hundred. 

Crash went the German band, 
Supes strew’d the stage with sand; 
All before the foot-lights 

Danced the one hundred. 


‘Forward, the light ballet !” 
Was there a coryphée 
Who couldn’t help feeling 
Some one had blundered ? 
Turned on, the calcium light 
Glittered each @pangled tight, 
Kicked they with main and might; 
All before the foot-lights 
Danced the one hundred. 


Bald heads to right of them, 
Bald heads to left of them, 
Bald heads in front of them 
Shouted and thundered; 
Cynosures of every eye, 
Boldly they kicked and high, 
Regardless life and limb, 
Into the very sky 

Kicked the one hundred. 


Flashed all their fleshings bare, 
Flashed as they turned in air, 
Crazing the bald heads there, 
In orchestra chair, while 

All the house wondered. 

On light, fantastic toe, 
Pirouette and pas de Seauz, 
Premier and coryphée 

Reeled from the vertigo, 
Shgttered and sundered. 

And then they danced back, 
But not—not the one hundred. 


Bald heads to right of them, 
Bald heads to left of them, 
Bald heads in front of them 
Shouted and thundered; 
Bravoed the dilettante, 

While each old Bonfanti, 

With split raiment and scanty, 
Danced back from the jaws of Death, 
Back from the (see Dante), 
All that was left of them, 

Left of one hundred. 


When can their glory fade ? 
Oh, the high kicks they made ! 
All the house wondered. 

Fling up your big bouquet, 
Bald-headed Y. M. C. A.! 
Honor the hight ballet, 

Noble one hundred ! 


A New York Herald Reporter. 





THE reporter, having finished successfully 
his interview of His Imperial Majesty, the 
Sultan of Turkey, asked of the Herald for fur- 
ther instructions, was told to ‘‘ go to hades,” 
or the other place higher up; he did so, with 
the following interesting results. 

How he arrived at the above place it is 
scarcely policy to divulge. Suffice it to say 
he obtained the necessary letters and passes. 

Long before arriving at the mouth of the 
cavernly abyss he was made conscious of ap- 
proaching it by the strong, unpleasant smells 
of sulphur and petroleum, but arriving at the 
opening he sent in his card by an attending 
imp, and after what appeared no longer than 
a second of time, he was blown into the pres- 
ence of his Satanic Majesty, who welcomed 
him -with assurances of good feeling, and that 
he must not be afraid, although that was a 
quite unnecessary caution to a reporter. 








THE JUDGE. 


—— 





a 





The old story in a new dress; or, how a young man who had inherited a Jarm, “ran 
rapidly through the property.” 


The following conversation ensued: 
Reporter.—‘‘ Your Majesty, I am sent by 


the New York Herald to ask if you desired to | 


say anything through its columns upon any 
subject ?” 

His Satanic Majesty.—“ Yes; but upon 
your assurances that you will not give the 
names of persons whom I am making great 
preparations to receive.” 

The reporter gave the assurances. 

Reporter.—‘* Will you please give us any- 
thing you have to say on the petroleum and 
sulphur question ?” 

His Satanic Majesty.—‘‘ With pleasure. 
We have to use large quantities of petroleum 
and sulphur here. Ordinary fire has no per- 
ceptible effect upon some that come here; 
tough customers like old Van, that you see 
there, require a concentrated form of hot 
petroleum and sulphur; he says that he told 
some people, before he left your sphere, 


" 


thing you wish to say of the Reverend De 
Witt Talmage?” 
At the mention of the word reverend there 


| came forth from the great cavern the most 


‘there would be hell to pay when he died; | 


he was right. I have a great deal of trouble 
with him; he wants to run a railroad through 
my place; he says he wants water—but we 
don’t use that here. After he left your sphere 
he came to my river Styx, and wanted the 
ferryman to take him over, but Charon in 
command asked him a dollar and a quarter; 
the old man said ‘he’d be d——d if he would 
pay that price,’ remarking, ‘ You must think 
I don’t know nothin’. I'll put on an op- 
position boat myself.’ At that moment I 
grabbed him and raked him in here, where he 
belongs. I knew him well throughout his 
whole career; he never did a good deed in 
all his life; as for charity to his fellow-men, 
he did not know the meaning of the word. | 
know him; he was ignorant, excessively vul- 
gar, selfish, vindictive, unrelenting, overbear- 
ing, no regard for truth. I know he died 
with a lie in his throat.” 


| them to 


Reporter.—‘* Your Majesty, have you any- | 


thing you would like to say of Colonel Bob 
Ingersoll?” 

His Satanic Majesty.—‘‘ Yes; I would like, 
on your return to the earth, that you would 
ask Colonel Bob Ingersoll, through the Herald, 


if, as he says, ‘there is no hell,’ where do | 
| our family, so I’m not so much surprised af- 


people go to that ought to go to hell?” 

Reporter.—‘‘ Will you please give us your 
opinion of Henry Ward Beecher?” 

His Satanic Majesty.—‘‘ You must excuse 
me, for Henry Ward Beecher is a friend of 
mine.” 

Reporter.—‘‘ Your Majesty, have you any- 








terrible yells, howls, and shouts, with rank 
odors of hot crude petroleum and sulphur, his 
Majesty appeared to be in great excitement; 
flames of fire gushed from his eyes, nose, and 
mouth, his hair streaming in all directions; 
he cautioned the reporter not to use the word 
reverend in connection with that name again. 

As the reporter was just about to thank his 
Majesty and to withdraw, he was interrupted 
by a fiend with box in hand and a eall: ‘‘Col- 
lar-buttons, sleeve-buttons, neck-ties, scarf- 
pins.” The usual ejaculation came from the 
reporter, at the same time suggesting to his 
Majesty that these ‘‘collar-button” fiends 
should be suppressed. ‘‘Oh, no,” replied his 
Majesty; ‘‘ they emanate from here, and I send 
them to your earth as tormentors and to make 
people swear.” With a ‘‘ Good-bye, I'll see 
you later on,” his Majesty, with a wave of his 
tail, blew the reporter back to earth, where 
the first sound that greeted his ears was 
‘*Collar-buttons, sleeve-buttons, neck-ties, 
scarf-pins.” 


THIS is the season when our most obscure 
citizen jumps into prominence on the hotel 


registers. 


THE compositor who set some manuscript 
about a donation party, inadvertently made 
it read ‘‘damnation party.’’ The minister 
next day bought a hundred copies, mailed 
2ach of his congregation who at- 
tended the party, went around and thanked 
the editor, asked him out for a drink, and 
then presented him with six pairs of slippers 
he had scooped the night of the party. 


JOHNNYBREEZE has two brothers, both mar- 
ried, but neither of them are blessed with 
any children. Johnnybreeze was descanting 
the other day on the brilliancy of his own 
children, and deploring that his brothers were 
childless; ‘‘ but,” said he, ‘it’s hereditary in 


ter all.” Summerbreeze didn’t see the bull he 
had made until the reporter reminded him 
that the beer was on him once again. 


THERE are a great many “ full” delegations 
now being sent to conventions. 
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A DIME MUSEUM “WILD” MAN. 


Vr. Pat 0’ Flatherty as the Dime Musewmn Wild (?) Man.—“ Beqorra, 1 say he’s a disgrace to our perfeshun, 
an’ aither me or him has got to quit the business.” 


That Female Prize Fight. 


A BRIEF paragraph recently appeared in 
some of the daily papers, stating that ‘‘ two 


beautiful young girls ” in a Georgia town, hav- | 


ing quarreled about a young man, settled their 
differences by forming a ring and fizhting 
it out in true Sullivan-Wilson style. The 


paragraph said that several rounds were | 


fought and both girls were severely punished. 
No further particulars were .given, but THE 


sends us the appended authentic and detailed 
report of the battle. Out of respect to the 
future husbands of the girls, we withhold the 
names of the belligerents, simply designating 
them as Blondie and Pinkie. 

First Round.—Both came up with teeth 
gritting and a baleful glare in their eyes, 
cheered with cries of ‘‘Go in, Blondie! I'll 
hold your switch!” and ‘‘ Give it to her, Pinkie; 
I’ll bet on you!” Pinkie advanced with her 
fingers twitching nervously, and crying, 
‘* You nasty, mean thing !” made a vigorons 
clutch at Blondie’s hair, and was rewarded 
with a handful of frizzes and hair-pins, while 
Blondie clawed viciously at the cheeks of her 
opponent, bringing off paint, powder and 
cuticle, and claiming first blood. Time, 1 
min. 10 secs. 

Second Round.—‘‘Ill show you whose 











| young man you're going to flirt with!” sneered 


Pinkie, sinking her finger-nails in Blondie’s 
swan-likeneck. ‘‘ Oh, you will, will you ?” re- 
torted Blondie, inserting both hands in the 
other’s profusion of store hair; ‘‘ why don’t 
you show me, eh?” and she captured ten dol- 
lars’ worth of bangs, and received in return 
several livid scratches on the throat. 

Third Round. —‘‘ You good-for-nothing 


| hussy !” hissed Blondie, between her clenched 
| teeth, ‘‘ I'll scratch your eyes out !” and she 
JupGE had a reporter on the ground, who | 


made a wicked dive for Pinkie’s face, but the 
latter slashed about wildly with both arms, 
and inadvertently drove a hair-pin to the 
depth of half an inch ivto the head of 
Blondie, causing both tears and blood to 
flow. 

Fourth Round.—Both girls were still full 
of fight and wrath and revenge and so forth. 
Pinkie looked as if her head had been struck 
by a cat-a-cornered cyclone, and the face of 
Blondie appeared as if she had been wrest- 
ling with a catamount. Pinkie flung her 
right arm back as if she was going to throw 
a stone at a cow, and when Blondie rushed 
in and tore the jabot off of Pinkie and wrecked 
her fichu, with the gloating remark, ‘‘ There 
now, you awful thing !” Pinkie got in her 
left hand on Blondie’s cheek, leaving the im- 
print of three finger-nails: 

Fifth Round.—In this round Pinkie had 





four breadths of her dress torn out, and her 


| adversary’s polonaise was damaged beyond 





| boys 





repair. The spectators manifested their 
delight by cheering and waving their hats, 
and the entertainment was one continued 
round of excitement. 

Sixth and Last Round.—Both fought wild- 
ly—biting, clawing, scratching, crying, kick- 
ing, pulling, and calling each other names, 
and when Pinkie stepped back to avoid com- 
ing in contact with Blondie’s arms, which 
were flying about in wind-mill fashion, she 
caught her foot in her demoralized erinoline 
and fell with a dull thud, and the circumam- 
bient air was garnished with hair, shrieks, 
striped stockings, dry goods, ribbons, et cetera. 
Pinkie gathered herself together and made a 
rush for home, and Blondie was awarded the 
belt. 

The young man who precipitated the dis- 
turbance is now going to see another girl. 

w. 


Our Card Receiver. 


A. 

Dear JupDGE: Will you, since you set yourself up to 
judge the Jews, be so good as to inform me why so 
large a percentage of the smart scholars in our public 
schools (I mean those who obtain honors) are Jew 


” 


JEw-Boy. 


Answer by THE JUDGE. Certainly. We 
judge Jews and Gentiles alike; but the Jews 
only grumble at their side. ‘‘ Smart” schol- 
ars in our public schools may win by learning 
by rote, while genius or free-hand learning 
may go to the wall. Many a Gentile or Jew 
boy could reach a higher grade in our public 
schools than Washington or Shakespeare, 
neither of whom could spell. But another 
thing of more consequence: Jews very seldom 
have private schools. Many Christian boys 
who are taught in private schools or by pri- 
vate tutors would win prizes to which few 
could attain, and greater than are ever given 
in public schools. It is one of the principles 
of the Jews to get out of the public all they 
van. And they get some of it from the public 
schools. But, Master Jew-Boy, how many 
Jews surpass Christians in carrying off the lit- 
erary and scientific honors in our colleges? 

DOT LANKVITCH. 

Dear JupGE: One thing you have not yet done. 
You have not poked fun at our language. Maybe you 
could say something about that. We do not have to 
speak English, because we can speak German. 

JUSTICE FOR THE JEW. 

Your language is seldom heard by us. But 
the German is not your language. Even the 
Austrian has no language of his own. Two 
German gentlemen, of musical tastes, whom 
we have consulted, and one German professor 
of languages, say that the Jews speak Ger- 
man barbarously and infamously, especially 
when they lisp the T, and that thev harshly 
grate on the German ear. Still, in all ‘‘jus- 
tice for the Jew,” we must say that there are 
many Germans who unmusically yell and bel- 
low as badly as the Jew. An ear attuned to 
good English can always tell the difference 
between a German and a Jew, when they try 
to talk English, or even when they are talk- 
ing German at high pitch. 
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“P’RAPS.” 


A worD has troubled all my youth, 

And shattered all my dreams of truth— 

‘Tis simply that small word, uncouth, 
“P’raps.” 


When but a child, when I would pray 

Some other’s help to ease my way, 

They'd laugh, and for an answer say 
“Pe.” 

Then when I had become a boy 

And wished for money; full of joy 

I'd run to father—Don't annoy, 
‘“P’raps.” 

Now, when a man, I thought to wed, 

Full straightway to my love I sped 

And asked her, but she frowned and said, 
‘* P’raps.” 

Will life’s sun ever on me shine ? 

Will joys that others have be mine? 

Will that love come for which I pine? 
‘* P’raps.” 


An East Tennessee Congressman. 
UNLeEss Leonidas Cesar Houk, representa- 
tive in Congress from the Second District of 
Tennessee, has been greatly belied by John 
B. Brownlow, of the famous ‘“ Fighting 
Parson”’ Brownlow family, the Republicans 
of that district will have much to answer for 
if they return him to Congress this year. Mr. 
Brownlow is a clerk in the Post Office Depart- 
ment in Washington. He advocates the 
election of William Rule to succeed Mr. Houk, 
and has seen fit to express in most emphatic 
language his opinion of the latter. Mr. 
Brownlow’s well-known and hearty opposition 
to Mr. Houk’s re-election drew out the fol- 
lowing extraordinary letter: 
HovusE OF REPRESENTATIVES, } 
WasuHineton, D.C. 3} 
To J. B. Brown Low, Esq. 

S1r:—I just wish to say there is no serious division 
among the Republicans in the Second Congressional 
District of Tennessee, and if it is your purpose to try to 
create the impression here that there is, and that 
official pressure should be brought to bear to retire both 
Rule and myself, which is no doubt a part of the pro- 
gramme of the old Custom House ring, I will see if I 
can't bring some official pressure to bear in order to 
send you home to work for a living. 

Respectfully, 
L. C. Hour. 

Mr. Brownlow, in a long letter to the Re- 
publican voters of the Second Congressional 
District of Tennessee, writes that he did not 
expect to be bullied by a man whom he knew 
had been frequently reprimanded by General 
Rosecrans for utter worthlessness as an officer, 
and whose resignation as a colonel in the 
Union army was accepted for the ‘ good of 
the service,” as the records of the War De- 
partment will show. Mr. Brownlow declares 
that during Mr. Houk’s existence as a Con- 
gressman the people of the Second Ternessee 
District have been misrepresented by a man 
whose disgraceful conduct at the national 
capital has made the very name of East 
Tennessee a by-word and reproach among 
public men. Mr. Houk, Mr. Brownlow con- 
tinues, exhibited himself at the State capital 
in Tennessee in a prolonged and beastly 
debauch. He went to Nashville to defeat the 
late Horace Maynard for United States Sena- 











AN EAST TENNESSEE CONGRESSMAN. 


tor, but during the six weeks of his stay there 
was too drunk to do Mr. Maynard any harm. 
During the last session of the 46th Congress, in 
one hundred and twenty-seven calls of the roll 
of members, Mr. Houk answered to his name 
just fifteen times. He was tiie only Congress- 
man, according to the same authority, who 
was in bed, drunk, when President Garfield 
was inaugurated. He said that he was 
‘‘naired ” with a Democrat during the greater 
part of his absence. Mr. Brownlow writes 
that it is the custom for a Congressman who 
is drunk to find out what Congressman of the 
other party is sick or necessarily absent, and 
then to urge that member to ‘‘ pair” with 
him. It would have been better for his con- 
stituents, Mr. Brownlow thinks, had Mr. 
Houk absented himself more frequently from 
the House of Representatives. He often tried 
to speak there when too full of liquor for utter- 
ance, and his friends found it necessary to 
lead him from the floor to a carriage. 

On the 18th of June, at five o’clock in the 
morning, Mr. Brownlow writes, Congressman 
Houk was arrested for being drunk and dis- 
orderly in the streets of Washington. When 
locked up in a cell in the police station, he 
shouted that he was ‘‘ Congressman Houk, of 
Tennessee,” and threatened to have the po- 
lice officer dismissed from the force for doing 
his duty. He was searched, and $108.81, a 
knife, and other things were found in his 
pockets. When he was released he gave a 
receipt for the money, knife, etc., to J. E. 
Boteler, lieutenant of the 8th Metropolitan 
Police Precinct, and signed his name as ‘“ L. 
Campbell.” Mr. Houk is Chairman of the 
Committee on War Claims, and the other 
members of the committee have frequently 
discussed the unprecedented course of asking 
the Speaker of the House to remove him from 
the chairmanship of that committee because 
of his grossly filthy habits. Everybody in 
Washington, Mr. Brownlow says, is familiar 
with the appearance of ‘that drunken Con- 
gressman from East Tennessee.” The busi- 


| the extreme. 


| lection of it. 


| 








ness of his committee has been shamefully 
neglected by him, and his condition during 
committee meetings has been disgraceful in 
He is a member of the Hubbell 
Committee on extortion of money from gov- 
ernment employees. In a recent speech in 
Knoxville he attempted to explain his arrest 
in Washington as follows: 


‘‘ Tt is possibly true, fellow-citizens, that I was in the 
calaboose, but I tell you, before God, I have no recol- 
I got poisoned, and for ten hours I did 
not know anything under the sun, and it may be that 
some of the rascals who poisoned me put me in the cal- 
aboose while I was unconscious. I would have made 
this poisoning business public long since, but I had de- 
tectives after the murderous villains who attempted to 
take my life, and I feared if I made it public the assas- 
sins would escape. They slipped intomy room and put 
poison in my water glass, and upon taking it I became 
unconscious, and in that condition I was put in the 
calaboose, if put there at all.” 


One of the Tennessee newspapers, in com- 
menting upon this speech, has the following 
paragraph : 


‘We learn that a large reward will shortly be offered 
for the arrest and conviction of the scoundrel who 
poisoned Congressman L. C. Houk while at Washington 
‘discharging’ the duties of his office. John Barley- 
corn has been suspected, as he was known to be con- 
stantly with the Honorable gentleman, and on divers 
occasions has publicly made threats dangerous to the 
life of the late ‘ Leonidas.’ Spiritus Fermenti (another 
Italian cuss) has been apprehended, and his conviction 
is regarded as a question of time only. The friends of 
the unfortunate victim are determined to bring the 
scoundrel to justice.” 

Among the reported utterances of Con- 
gressman Houk, which now confront him in 
the Tennessee newspapers, is the following: 

‘‘The death of Garfield, considered from a_ political 
point of view, would be the best thing that could hap- 
pen for the Republican party. The people will sustain 
Conkling, while Garfield's name will go down to dis- 
honor and disgrace.” 


VOLUNTEERS, you did well! We have main- 
tained all along that the best team would 
take the cake. 
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THIS IS NO ADVERTISEMENT. 


First Youna Tovucn.—* Soy, Duffy, where did yer catch on ter der Siberian blood-houn’?” 


SECOND DO. 


A New Departure. 


BY KARL KRULLERS. 


‘* Is the—awh—the editah in?” 

He was a lean, lank young fellow that 
erupted the above query, and as he slid coyly 
and unobtrusively into the office it was no- 
ticeable that he wore a blush, an eccentric 
young mustache, and a lardy-dah collar, that 
came way—way up, and seemed to be trying 
to blend itself with his luxuriant 
was also seen that the young man felt timid, 
and seemed about as ill at ease as an Iowa 
cyclone would in the presence of a Congress- 
man, 

Our editor ceased his superhuman labors 
of beating a complicated tattoo upon his in- 
laid desk with both feet; took the young 
man’s measure at a glance; winked genially 
at the funny man, who was despairingly jab- 
bing his pen into his skull in an attempt to 
strike a new paragraph about the Egyptian 
war, and graciously said that he was in. 

‘*T have here a story,” remarked the young 
man, coming forward with a bundle of manu- 
script, ‘‘a little trifle of some forty-odd chap- 
ters, that I have dashed off in my leisure 
hours. It is my first effort, in fact, in the 
broad field of literature, but I would be 
pleased to have you examine it; that is, if 
you have time.” 

‘Oh, oui—cert, oceans of it,” smiled the 
editor. ‘All the broad, wild waste of eter- 
nity is mine, and a few hours do not matter. 
Hand over your budding brain effort, son.” 

The editor leaned back in his chair, and 
spread the manuscript out before him critic- 
ally. 

“Oh, a love story, I perceive,” remarked 


| 


‘ Me farder foun’ him in a paper er chewin’.” 


‘* Too original; too brand-new and recent, 
as it were,” continued the editor, blandly. 
‘You strike out too boldly from the old reli- 
able track of the novelist. 
beginning your story in the morning, with 


| the faint, sweet perfume of the blushing rose- 


ars. It | 


leaves floating in to where the heroine is 
washing the breakfast-dishes, won't work. 
Not at all. Any well-regulated heroine will 
let her mother do the dish-wrestling, while 
she leans from her window-lattice and forms 
a sweet picture amongst the embowering 
vines. You'll notice that in nineteen novels 
out of a possible twenty. Besides, the blush- 


ing rose-leaves don’t float their perfume into 


he, pleasantly; ‘‘I’m glad of it; this journal | 


fairly dotes on love stories. There seems to 
be a lingering, yearning void concealed some- 


where in the physical economy of our readers, | 


the kitchen to any prominent extent. The 
idea is calculated to mislead the reader and 
cause him to pause and ponder as to whether 
the perfume was really caused by the rose- 
leaves or by the dead horse over in the next 
lot. See?” 

‘** But—but when is the best time to opena 
story?” stammered the young man. 

‘Twilight, bub, or midnight. 
difference to speak of. 
masters of fiction prefer one, and some catch 
on to the other. Either way will do, for it’s 
twilight just as often as’tis midnight, and you 
can take your choice.” 

For some time unbroken silence brooded 
over the office, as the editor’s eye wandered 
down the page, and then his brow darkened. 

‘* Here,” he demanded abruptly, ‘‘ where’s 
her glorious orbs of heavenly blue, that seem 
to fairly melt in bewitching tenderness?” 

‘* Whose?” gasped the startled young man, 
glancing around hurriedly. 

‘* Your heroine’s, of course,” growled the 
editor. ‘‘ You’ve had the spoonies wander 
out into the gloaming, all right, and you’ve 
got the hero down fine as a brilliant young 


| man, with broad, noble brow and lavender 


} 


that naught but that sort of slush will fill. 


But your opening is bad—very bad.” 
‘** May I inquire in what respect?” faltered 
the young man. 


| ine’s make-up, and don’t you forget it. 


pants, but where’s the girl’s glorious orbs? 
That’s the most important part of the hero- 
You 
“an slouch over her pearly teeth, her ripe, 


| cherry lips, and the boss freckle on the bridge 


This business of 


There’s no | 
Some of our foremost | 





of her nose, if you choose, but never leave 
out a description of her eyes—never! Do 
you want the reader to imagine that your 
dainty vision of beauteous female goes around 
with optics like a watch-eyed cow-dog ? 
Searcely,” and the editor once more applied 
h'mself to the page before him. 

For a brief time he read on, and then he 
turned upon the bewildered young novelist 
like a caged panther. 

‘* Where’s your glare of baleful hate?” he 
demanded harshly. 

‘‘My wha—what?” whispered the white- 
faced young man. 

‘Your glare of baleful hate,’ 
the editor. 


reiterated 
‘*I—J scarcely unders “ 

‘““Of course not—I didn’t doubt it,” broke 
in the editor, ‘‘ Here you've had the villain 
meet the hero and heroine, and haven't work- 
ed in a word about his glowering upon them 
a glare of baleful hate from his dark, sinister 
That’s a nice way to run a story, isn’t 
it? Hasn’t the villain got dark, sinister 


eyes ¢ 





eyes. 


‘*7—I suppose so.” 

‘* Certainly he has; villains always do have; 
and you want to have him glare baleful hate 
from them every time you get achance. It 
maintains an unflagging interest in your 
story, and doesn’t hurt the villain any.” 

‘‘Perhaps I might change it,” suggested 


| the young man faintly. 








‘‘ Perhaps you may vote for Tilden for our 
next President,” retorted the editor, brill- 
iantly bursting into metaphor. ‘I am 
afraid, my dear boy, that we shall be unable 
to use your budding effort of genius. There 
are some thrilling passages in it—passages 
that would most probably fill the defenseless 
reader with commingled terror and admira- 
tion. For instance, the wild, daring origi- 
nality of the episode, where the hero play- 
fully locks his aged wash-woman up in a 
safe, and then loses the combination, would 
inspire even the heart of a Mexican idol with 
cold, clammy awe. 
your romance, my son, is a mighty barren 
ideality. 
surpassing beauty.” 

‘¢ A what?” 

‘* A scene of surpassing beauty. For ex- 
ample: I notice in the first chapter that when 
your heroine and her lover stroll down the 
lane and trample down the farmer’s grass, 
and whisper tender nothings, and otherwise 
act in a manner peculiar to the select brand 
of idiots known as engaged couples, you say 
that the moon’s shimmering beams lit up the 
surroundings with a halo of pale, silvery 
glory. Then you break off as abruptly as did 
the late Mr. Guiteau, when you should have 
dovetailed into your description the remark 
that it was a scene of surpassing beauty. 
Never forget to add that when you get in any 
fine work with the shimmering moonbeams. 
Our most popular novelists make it a point to 
work off the expression as often as possible.” 

‘‘Then you think——” began the embryo 
Dickens. 

‘* Another thing I notice,” interrupted the 
editor, ‘‘is that you make no notice of the 
heroine’s father being a haughty, purse-proud 





But the general effect of 


You haven’t even got a scene of 
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man. That is a fatal mistake. In failing to 
make this customary and pleasing allusion to 
the maiden’s sire, you are swooping down 
with the reader upon the shore of a trackless, 


unknown sea,as it were. 


‘*Then you cannot use the story 7” queried 


the young man, in desperation. 

‘‘Not at present,” confessed the editor. 
‘* Perhaps when the general public shall have 
become educated up to your style—which, in 
its wild, dashing scope of originality, somehow 
reminds me of the Congressional Globe—we 
shall come to you, and on our bended knee 
implore you to manipulate your giant brain 


in Our behalf. Till then, my dear boy, adieu.” 


Couldn’t Love Him. 

SUMMERBREEZE’S oldest daughter has been 
receiving attentions lately from Mr. Coupons, 
who the other evening proposed to her. The 
old gentleman and lady have both advised 
her to marry him, but she don’t seem to take 
very kindly to him. 
ments they could think of, his wealth, good 
looks, fine connections and splendid prospects 


They used all the argu- 


being cited as vreat inducements. 


Finally Summerbreeze remembered her love | 


for horses, and said, ‘If you marry him, my 


dear, you can have a dog-cart and span of 


grays, and kill all the neighbors’ daughters 
with envy.” 


‘T know it,” sighed Sarah, ‘‘ but I don't 


JUDGE. 





No Muriketen cCarm 


WALEN WM -wuig Budd 








1 


THE parsons are back again from their long | 
vacations, and our churches were opened for | 


In the mean- 
time the devil, who does not mind the heat, 
they say, has heen having things pretty much 


the season again last Sunday. 


his own way, and by the time the parsons have | 


succeeded in undoing what he has done, it 





will be hot weather again and time for an- | 


What a 


pity it is that we haven’t a few parsons who 


other vacation with the preachers. 


could work in the vineyard without being 


afraid of a sun-stroke. 


love him, I ean’t love, and I can’t marry him | 


unless I love him. 
if he kept a livery stable.” 


illiterate clerk, in a 
‘*Have you 


LADY, to a green, 


country bookstore : Ouida’s 
‘Moths?’ ” 


keep writing paper and books here; but you'll 


Clerk, politely: ‘* No’m, we only 


be likely to find ‘moths’ down yonder, in the 
fur store.” 

Our Jewish fellow-citizens thought that 
hey had ruined the Hilton-Stewart estate, 
because the judge wished to retire from busi- 


ness. But they did not. 
offers the Russian exile fund $10,000. The 
Will they cease 
saying that they ruined Hilton? 


The jndge now 
Jews will take the money. 


AN English officer in this country was say- 
ing that the scarlet uniform of the British is 
intended not to show stains of blood in bat- 
tle. ‘*Hm!” said an American officer, ‘the 
American uniform is intended not to discour- 
age our soldiers by showing any loss of our 
blue blood.” 


On Fifth avenue, at Central Park, about 


Why, I could'nt love him 


dusk, two Irishmen saw the bicyelists speed- | 


ing along. Said one of them: ‘* Patsey, d’ye 
see thim byes ridin’ on the top of their hup- 
“Ah, Moike, hupples; 


they’re boysuckles.” 


ples?” thim’s not 
‘*Patsey, did we have 
boysuckles in the old country?” *‘ Divil a wan. 
But we had some foine foights, bedad.” 

IN one of his eloquent outbursts, Bob In- 
gersoll asked: ‘‘ What conld the angels say to 
the avalanche?” We guess they said: ‘‘ Well, 
let her slide.” 








THERE Was one thing that Phipps did not 
steal from the Philadelphia almshouse, and 
that was the cooking stove, but the only rea- 
son he didn’t do so most likely is that it was 
kept red hot all the time. 

ANOTHER go-as-you-please six days’ walk 


ing mateh! Well, we haven’t any war on our 


hands as England has, and we suppose it is 
but right that we should have some other af: | 


fliction. 


THEY have a Salvation Navy in Franee, 
and the jolly old gospel tars sing and spin 
yarns from their steamboat, out of the reach 
of unmarketable hen fruit, and are ereating 
quite a sensation among the dock rats there. 

THE sea-sidle hotels are getting to look very 
much like last season's birds’ nests. 

THERE is agrowing impression in New Jer- 
sey that George M. Robeson will not be re- 
turned to Congress. 

WHEN a young man kisses his girl good- 
night about 1:30 a.M., he may have nearly a 
mile to walk before reaching his home, and 
he envies his girl, who, he supposes, jumps 
into bed and is fast asleep ten minutes after 
He doesn’t know that 
she must first fish seventy-nine hair-pins out of 
her head, one at a time, and twist her hair 
up into bits of paper so that it will crimp 
nicely next day, and that he is in bed snoring 
before she turns off the gas. If he was aware 
of this fact, perhaps he would leave earlier. 


he leaves the house. 


IF thin Ingalls, of Kansas, is the piccolo of 
polities, David Davis must be the trombone. 
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How the Fan might be utilized by ow" peace loving street car passengers. 


‘*] MEANT,” said he, ‘‘to buy a new hat-—a 
stove-pipe; but it ended in smoke.” 


‘““T am eel-ated,”’ said the eel, as he passed 


into the whale’s mouth. ‘‘ How Jo-nah 7” 


The Judge at the Play. 


Miss Don isa pretty woman, and a clever one to boot 
but taking ‘A Daughter of the Nile” as a specimen 
we are of opinion that, with all her cleverness and 


prettiness, she cannot write a play What her possi 
bilities for the future may be is a matter of no concert 
We have to judge artists not by what they can or may 
the future do, but by what they actually place before the 
publie for approval. ‘A Daughter of the Nile” is 


overburdened with dialogue 


faulty in construction 
clever as that dialogue is in snatches), wanting in any 
original creation of character, and marked through: 

by attempts to catch the audience through little tricks 
and bizarre effects unworthy of pure dramatic art rhe 
letter of Oscar Wilde, which the management are now 
ising as an advertising medium, is characteristic not 
After a few feeble 
platitudes, the only point on which the smart wsthetic 


only of the writer, but of the play 
‘‘poser”’ offers anything approaching a criticism is 
the color of a cloak lining. That Miss Don will attract 


the public and make money for a season or two is per- 


| haps possible: that her friends of the New York papers 





will continue to deluge her with pretty complimerts is 
likely; but that she has written or ever will write a 
play, in the true acceptation of the term, is quite anoth 


matter 


Miss Mitchell has wisely withdrawn that dire failure, 
Elsa,” and is now playing ‘Jane Eyre,” which we 


look upon as one of her most artistic efforts. 


Marion Elmore has also classed herself among the 
wise virgins by judiciously altering ‘* Chispa,” and im- 
proving the last act very materially. 


‘* Patience,” at the Bijou, will be a ‘go. The cast 
is strong, but Miss Russell does not seem to have prof- 
Howson’s Bunthorne 

s Osear Wilde and 
Henry Irving in equal proportions—-is clever and funny, 
We were amused, by the way. to see Messrs. Howson 


ited by her recent holiday. 
though it is not Bunthorne, and 


and Wilde amicably discussing their supper togethe 
after the performance. 

‘Taken from Life,” at Wallack’s, has indeed taken 
the last remnants of life from the melodramatic 


‘* boom.” 


Go and see the new east of ‘‘ Olivette,” at the Aleaza 


| and feel in charity with all men, ¢f you can 


The ‘‘ Blackbird,” the failure of which was predicted 
before its production, by Messrs. Harrigan & Hart's 
stanchest friends, has ‘‘caught on” more undeniably 
than any of the new ventures which were all going to 
be such startling successes, So much for the prophet- 
ical powers of the “ profession.” 
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Little Johnnie thought it wouid be 
upset the old lady. 


such fun to| But 


Summerbreeze as a Joker. 
OLD SUMMERBREEZE is a practical joker ot 
the worst kind, who never lets an opportunity 
The other 
afternoon, when the sultry, hot atmosphere 


slip to make some one happy. 
made every one sleepy, he dropped into a 
The tonsorial 
irtist was stretched at full length in his chair, 
dozing peacefully, with 


barber-shop to get shaved. 


the calico spread 
thrown over him to keep off the hungry flies. 
Summerbreeze gazed on the slumbering man 


f tonics and oil, and seeing that his sleep was | 


sound, quietly purloined the tonie and bay- 
rum bottles, and slipped out of the shop. 
Next door to the barber-shop was a saloon, 
and into this he stepped with the bottles in 
his pocket. The bar-tender was in the back 
end of the saloon, watching a game of pool, 
and before he got behind the bar to serve old 


Summerbreeze a glass of beer, the aforesaid 


old villain had exchanged the barber’s tonic | 


and bay rum bottles for the bar-tender’s bottles 


of absinthe and bitters. The liquids and 
identical, 
notice the difference, 


and Summerbreeze slipped out. 


bottles exchanged looking almost 
the bar-tender did not 


Returning to the barber-shop, he substituted 
the absinthe and bitters in place of the bay- 
rum and 


tonic, and then sat down to await 


dey elopments. 


Pretty soon a portly old gentleman, with 


1 jowl like a fatted hog. and long, white locks 
on a head that would rival a pumpkin, came 
in, awoke the barber, and asked to be shaved. 

The tonsorial artist shook himself together, 
laid the old gentleman in the chair, tucked 
him up with towels and wrapper, and then 
proceeded to strop his razor, at the same time 
firing off his stereotyped remark, ‘‘A muggy, 
close day, isn’t it?” 

He then proceeded to scrape his perspiring 
victim, at the same time breathing his stale 
beer breath in his face while talking about 
the weather. The victim thoroughly scraped, 
the barber, with a longing five-cent-extra look 
in his face at the supposed bottle of bay-rum, 
inquired, ‘‘ Bay-rum, sir?” 

‘* Yes,” was the laconic answer. 

‘Head's a little dirty, sir,” said the bar- 
ber, ‘‘ considerable dust in it: get’s in these 
dusty days ‘fore yer know it. 
shampoo.” 


Better have a 





calculated in the way si 


hadn't she was going to fa 


All right,” said his victim. 
The barber soaped and rubbed the old 


gentieman’s head until every pore was open 


like a barn-door, and then seizing the bottle of 


absinthe, which he supposed was his bay-rum, 


breast,” and so has a good cocktail, and the 
old gentleman found himself in the next-door 
saloon before he knew he was outdoors. 

‘* Hey there, bar-tender!” he yelled to the 


| man of drinks, who was still watching the 


pool-players. ‘‘ I’ve been scalped, murdered, 


| rubbed with vitriol, and kicked by a mule, 
run’ through a wringing-machine, and had 
red-hot tlat-irons rubbed over my head. Give 
me a cocktail, quicker than lightning. Make 


it strong. Hoop-la there; hurry up, for the 
love of Heaven start yer stumps!” 

The bar-tender rushed behind the bar, mo- 
mentarily expecting the man with the jim- 
jams—as he supposed—would smash every- 
thing in the saloon, and slung together a cock- 
tail in just fifteen seconds. He was excited 
and wild, and in his confusion entirely omitted 
the chief ingredient—whisky, and made the 


| cocktail principally of hair-tonic, bay-rum, 


squirted about three teaspoonfuls on to his | 


victim’s cranium, 
ceptibly, and inquired: 
rather strong ?” 

‘*That’s the best bay-rum in the country, 
said the barber; *‘ I don’t buy any of the three- 
quarters water kind; I wouldn't be 
swindlin’ my customers in such a way,” an? 
he rubbed and rubbed with a vigor that made 
teeth 


arms ofthe chair as ifhe was having *‘° 


the old man grit his and hang to the 


‘steen™ 


guilty of 


The old man winced per- | 
‘Isn't that bay-rum | 


teeth pulled out all at once bya patent stump- 


yanker. 

The barber redoubled his rubbing efforts, 
and the old man, with eves protruding an 
inch or more from their sockets, 
he was having a terrible surgical operation 
performed. 

‘“That will do, thats enough!” he at last 
groaned; ‘‘T guess you needn’t rub it in any 
more, I don’t think I‘) eateh cold.” 
little 


smooth, and then 


‘All right, sir; I'll give you a tonic 


to make the hair lie down 
I'll be 


article— make it myself 


through with you. It’s a first-class 


very little oil in it, 
and just the thing for your hair.” 


‘* All right,” said the old man, gO 
ahead, ’ 

Again the barber reached forth his arm, 
and grasping the bottle of bitters, let fly a 


couple of spoonfuls on those gray, innocent 
locks, and in a second was rubbing it home. 


The effect was electrical. The old man 


| from 


looked as if 


sugar and ice. He flopped it into a glass and 


slid out another of water, and then braced 
himself with both hands against the bar. 
grabbed the cocktail 


and slung it down as a man empties a bucket 


The old gentleman 
from a six-story window. He smashed the 
glass on the floor, squirted a stream of the 
hair-tonic cocktail in the bar-tender’s face, let 
the rest 


drive all over the bar and bottles, 


‘| and as the last drop left his mouth, it was fol- 


lowed by a string of hair-raising oaths and 
blood-curdling threats that would have raised 
the dead. 

The bar-tender seized the bung-starter, and 
hurl the 
bottles of tonie and bitters that stood on the 


the old gentleman commenced to 
bar, at the same time yelling and swearing. 
A crowd rushed in, a policeman grabbed him 
behind and hit him 


fourteen times on 


the head in three seconds, and then began to 
roll with him on the floor. 
The 


magistrate, the old 


following morning, before the police 


gentleman was sent up 


for thirty days, ‘‘until you get the rum out 


threw up his hands to his head as if he had | 


He tore 
the towel from his neck and stamped on it. 


been settled on by a swarm of bees. 


He run his hands through his hair and smelled | 


of his fingers. 
whoop, and seizing the barber by the throat, 
yelled: 

‘* You drunken fiend! 
the angels have you been puttin’ on my head? 
It’s vitriol, fusel-acid, lye-water, or some 
other infernal decoction, you infernal villain, 


and I'll have you sent to jail for a thousand | 


years, youn——” and the old man dug out as 
if he had been shot out of a catapult. 


‘Music hath charms to soothe the savage 


what in the name of 


He uttered a Comanche war- 





of you, and get over the tremens,” said the 


idee, 


A New Musical Instrument. 
SCENE at a Land League meeting in Chicago. 
Mr. FINNERTY—Misther Chairman, I move 

that a committay be appointed to get a thrans- 

parency for the procission to-morrow. 
Mr. MAGINNIS—Misther Chairman, I rise 

We've 


brass band, for torches and for badges, and 


fur infarmation. been assissed for a 
now the gintleman wants to saddle a thrans 
I'd like to know, before the 


motion for a thransparency is put, if there's 


parency on Us. 


any mimber of this organization that can play 
on it. 


{ SUNDAY-SCHOOL paper asks what animal 
Adam first 


course. 


named, 


THE man who was bored to death had a 
button-hole stitch in the side. 


Says an exchange: ‘‘ The foolish Turk loves 
precious stones.” Why shouldn't a Turk fool- 


ish love a turquois? 


The spring chicken, of 


















































Incentives to Crime. 
YESTERDAY I dined with our old family 
minister, the bald-headed but benevolent pas- 
tor of my childhood’s days, and as we with- 


drew from the table, leaving the depleted | 


board with the lank and hungry look of a 
member of Congress who has gotten con- 
spicuously and painfully left on the River and 
Harbor appropriation, it was but natural 
that we should retire to the dimly-lighted par- 
lor, and there revall memories of the long- 
buried past. 

‘*Um—ah! let’s see,” mused I. ‘‘When I 
left Weedsville you had three sons, didn’t 
you, dominie? Bright, noble fellows were 
they, too, full of life and fun, and——’” 

A heavy sigh from the old man checked me 
abruptly. 

‘*They surely are not dead?” queried I, 
reverently. 

A sad, far-away smile trickled slowly over 
the aged pastor’s countenance. 

‘*No, they are not dead,” replied he, at 
last, ‘‘but they have departed widely, very 
widely from the paths I had mapped out for 
them in life. 
more prone to inherent evil than other men’s; 
I know not. 
I cherished the fond hope of sending the two 
younger boys to preach the glad tidings to 
the unclad but appreciative heathen of Cen- 
tral Africa?” 

I frankly admitted as much. 

“It proved but a phantom hope,” con- 
tinued the old man. ‘‘One of my boys was 
led into bad habits at college, and from 
thence the path of degradation was descend- 
ed at fearful speed, until now, utterly shame- 
less, he drags out a miserable existence in a 
position towhich death would be preferable.” 

‘And that position is ‘i 


’ 





‘‘In the New York Custom House. The 
other I had high hopes of. He became super- 
intendent of a Sunday-school, and all seemed 
bright, when he took the first downward step 
by becoming cashier of a Newark bank. Of 
course, when a man becomes both bank- 
cashier and Sunday-school superintendent his 
fellow-men look upon him with distrust and 
cold suspicion, and I, myself, shed bitter, 
blinding tears when I heard of the fatal step. 
I knew the end could not be far off. It came. 
My son was called away hurriedly one morn- 
ing to Canada. A morning paper, with all 
the unrestrained venom of an independent 
press, remarked that he did not put the bank- 
vaults in his hand-bag, because they were too 
heavy to carry off, but that was about all 
that was left behind, except the profanity of 
the stockholders.” 

‘And what of Jim, the third boy ?” in- 
quired I; ‘‘the brightest, noblest of them all. 
He surely could not e 

The old man raised his hand warningly. 

‘His name is tabooed in my household,” 
said he, simply. ‘‘ James is serving out a 
two-years’ term in the New Jersey Legis- 
lature.”’ 





A sad silence fell upon us. It was broken 
by the old man. He stepped to the window, 
and raising the curtain, admitted a flood of 
sunlight. 





Perhaps a minister’s sons are | 


You are aware that at one time | 


THE JUDGE. 














“Ha, ha! Ive 

‘‘We will confine ourselves to brighter 
subjects,” he said, withan effort to appear 
cheerful that was pitiful. ‘‘ You must see 
my pictures. They have hung upon my walls 
ever since my boys were babes, and I prize 
them deeply. They are mostly upon Bible 
subjects, you see, and are real gems of art. 
This,” continued he, pointing to a picture 
above my head of three curiosities clad in 
blue flannel undershirts, who were stagger- 
ing feebly through a Dutch oven, apparently 
in search of the museum from which they had 
escaped, ‘‘is a beautiful engraving of ‘The 
Hebrew Children.’ You remember they were 
compelled to walk through fire. Isn’t the 
expression fine ?” 

Of course I unhesitatingly said it was, 
although the expression caused me to cherish 
a secret belief that the Hebrew children had 
been indulging overmuchly in green bananas. 

‘It is beautiful,” agreed I. ‘‘The artist 
seems somehow to have caught on to the 
whole business; the picture is a poem in it- 
self. By the way, what is that chromo by its 
side? that picture of a female highwayman in 
the army overcoat, leaning up against the ash- 
barrel, and holding a double-handled_ beer- 
mug, filled with circus lemonade?” 

The old minister looked at me aghast. 

‘‘That,” murmured he, ‘‘ that is ‘ Rebecca 
at the Well.’” 

‘*Oh-ah—certainly!” stammered I. ‘‘ Might 
have known it—fine picture—looks like 
life—very realistic—conveys a touching les- 
son—very.” 

The old man seemed unaware of my con- 
fusion. He drew my attention to a picture 
that hung in one corner. 

It was a very expressive picture. It 





represented a bow-legged Cain fleeing from a 
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POPULAR SONGS ILLUSTRATED. 


him at last!” 

recumbent Abel, who bore an alarming ap- 
pearance of having his head stuck on side- 
ways. The expression of supreme and stolid 
indifference visible upon the face of the fleeing 
Cain was brightened by the fact that he wore 
a very short yellow ulster and no pants. 

‘‘Tsn’t that grand?” exclaimed the pastor, 
enthusiastically. ‘‘ What a great moral les- 
son it teaches us. See the expression of com- 
mingled fear and hate stamped upon the mur- 
derer’s face.” 

I at once coincided with the old man, al- 
though I still have a private opinion that 
the expression of fear and hate upon the 
murderer’s brow would have readily suc- 
cumbed to soap and water. 

The good old man seemed pleased with my 
approbation, and halted me in front of a pict- 
ure representing a choice lot of escaped 
maniacs lowering a pink and brown scare- 
crow by a fish-line into a group of stuffed 
walruses. This, I was informed, illustrated 
the triumphant entry of Daniel into the lion's 
den. 

This was not the last of its kind ypon which 
I was compelled to gaze. The room was 
lined with like pictures, and I was compelled 
to hold parley with them all. 

When at last we had made the round, I 
seized my hat and abruptly fled. 

I wanted to be alone. I desired to seek 
out some quiet glen, where I could choke 
down the devilish longing which had arisen in 
me to commit some unheard-of crime, for 


| which I could suffer instant and ignominious 


death. 


If only in an hour’s time those atrocities 
upon the wall could acquire such an infernal 
influence for evil over me, what, oh, what 
must have been the effect upon those three 
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THE JUDGE. 

































































i 4} 1 liiur r 
, ; iid 
| 
NE . 
SS - ui 
— — t) fj ; | 
ao = an dell | 1 
s e — 4 HHI | 
—— \\ 
lf ily 
{j on —-< J 
— EIN 
WZ d 
=~ ss * {| | esis = 
> & an — ong 4 — rite 
al = | 
— eS HI 
4 a — T Ht 
~~ | + 
le © a ae 4 Hi & 
ZA . eal 
= = , e 

















THE EVER HUNGRY BROOKLYN BRIDGE. 
New Yor. —“ Sure he’s a terrible eater now; but whin he’s grown he'll be a great comfort to me.” 


] 
innocent-eyed, fair-haired boys who were com- 
pelled to gaze upon them day after day? I 
shudder to think of it. 

The tendency of my old pastor’s sons to 
crime puzzled me no longer. The cause was 
writ upon the wall in lettersoffire. Their own 
father had tempted them, and now they were 
drifting to destruction with memories of 
maroon-colored Jacobs and yellow Abrahams 
and vermilion Isaacs seared upon their | 
brains, figuratively speaking. 

This is not intended as asermon. Indeed, | 
my line is scarcely in the way of pulpit- 
pounding, but I cannot forbear a word of 
warning—several, in fact. 

Oh, ministers and men of grace, banish 
these incentives of crime from your walls ere 
it be too late! The Bible chromo has a 
power for evil that ye wot not of, and by 
the memory of the late lamented Samuel J. 
Tilden, I implore you to put them away—in 
a ‘* bar’l,.” 





| 





OUR POPULAR FARCES. 


OUR HORSE MARKETS. 


REPORTED BY “ED.” 
. 
CHARACTERS 
Mr. Buyer. 
First CAPPER. 


Mr. SELLER. 
SECOND CAPPER. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Scene— Bullshead.—Mr. Seller's Stable--Time, almost 
any time. } 
Mr. Buyer.—This—this is a sale-stable? 
Mr. Seller.—Yes, sir. ‘Ave you called to h’ascertain | 
h’about the h’advertisement h’in the ’Era/d ? 
Mr. B.—Yes, sir. | 
Mr. S.—The ’oss was h’advertised as for sale at Mr. | 
Seller's ? | 
Mr. B.—It was. 
Mr. 8S. (proudly).—Well, H’i, h’am Mr. Seller *im- | 
self. H’i put the h’advertisement h’in personally. Hit | 
reads as follows (produces cutting, which Mr. B. 
reads). 


‘For sale at a great bargain, to close out the estate 


of the late James Fiction, the celebrated trotter, ‘Blink- 
eye,’ age 9, by Rysdyck’s Hambletonian, dam Mary 
Ann my Daughter, she by McGuire’s Young Tomahawk; 
dam Glass-eyed Gussie. Blinkeye has a record of 2:21, 
trotted at the Fashion Course, Alaska; is not afraid of 
the cars, and can be driven by a lady. Call at the 


private stable of Mr. Seller, Bullshead.” 


Mr. B.—That is correct, sir. 
Mr. S.—H’i guess h’it is. H’if h’ever I knew a ’oss 

h’'and my experience with ’osses has been h’extensive 

that ’oss caught my h’eye at once, H’i’ll be blowed. 
‘ H’ikey,” H’i says to vun of my ’ostlers, ‘‘ h’if H’i had 
the cash H'i'd keep the ’oss myself. He's a bloomink 
daisy, h’and H’i know that h'if Mr. Fiction ’ad lived he’d 
a-sooner parted with his leg than ‘Blinkeye.’ Hey, 
Hi’key ”” 

(Approach First CAPPER.’ 


Vell, sir? 
Mr. S.—Bring h’out ‘“ Blinkheye.” 
[First Capper does as bid. ‘ Blinkeye” appears. 
SeconD CapPER strolls in carelessly. } 


First ¢ ‘apper. 


Vir. S.—Show the gentleman his paces, H’ikey. Valk 
‘im h’up and down fora vhile. There’sstyle. Look at 
the h’action of those legs. See the poise of that ead. 
Why, it’s vorth an ’alf ’oliday to see him valk. 

Mr. B. (impressed).—He does walk very well. You 
say his record is 2:21? 

Mr. S.—His public record, but H’i will not deceive 
you. He can do better. H’ikey! 

First Capper.—V ell? 

Mr. S.—What time did ‘‘ Blinkheye ” make when we 
were h’out h’upon the read yesterday h’afternoon? 
2:20 1-4. 

Mr. S.—Who was he noticed by? 

First Capper.—Frank Work. 

Mr. S.—What did Mr. Work say? 

First Capper.—He said ‘ Mr. Seller, ’ang on py dot 
horse for day afder to-morrow, and I bays your own 


First Capper. 


vigures.” 

Mr. S.—You see. But it was just my bloomink luck! 
’Ere this morning comes h’orders from the h’executor 
h’of Mr. Fiction’s h’estate to sell him at h’any sacri- 
fice. The h'executor be blarsted, H’i h’ejaculated. 

Mr. B.—He’s gentle ? 

Mr. S.—As a lamb. 

Mr. B.—Does not scare ? 

Mr. S.—He vouldn’t scare at a vaggin load h’of 
h’elephants vith glass h’eyes, h’and H’i believe he thinks 
a locomotive his best friend. 

Mr. B.—Can he be driven by a lady ? 

Mr. S.—Bless you, an h’infant couid drive him. But 
of course a gent like you don’t wants him for family use. 





Train him properly, h’and H’i'll bet he'll make some of 
the hacks take his dust. 

Mr. B.—What’s his price ? 

Mr. S.—You must make the first h’offer. 

Vr. B.—Well, say—say four hundred. 

Mr. 8S. (astounded).—Four ‘undred! Hlikey, lead 
the ’oss back to the stable. Four ’undred! ‘Eavens ! 
H'I believe if the brute could ’ear it, he’d kick H'ikey’s 
brains h’out! Four ’undred! And Mr. Fiction paid 
two thousand for him, and chuckled over his bargain. 

Second Capper.—Excuse me, but is this horse for 
sale to anybody ? 

Mr. S.—Certainly, though the h’other gent has first 
choice. First come, first served. 

Second Capper.—Of course. Beg pardon, but I was 
looking about for a horse like him myself. He seems 
a good one, and I would not mind giving six hundred 
myself. 

Mr. S.—Six ’undred! You're as bad as the h’other 


gent. H’i'll be blest h’if H’i vouldn’t ’it the h’animal 


| in the ’ead with an h’ax h’and blank the h’executor be- 





fore H'i would let him go for that. 

Mr. B.—What do you want? 

Mr. S.—H’if H’i was selling him myself, not a cent 
less than fifteen ’undred, h’and then H’i would ’ave to 
be very ‘ard h’up. But as it is for the h’estate I says 
thirteen ’undred. 

Vr. B.—I'll give sever hundred. 

Vr. S.—It would ’ardly buy his ‘ide. 

Second Capper.—I'll give eight hundred. 

Mr. S.—No, sir. 

First Capper.—Der vos a shentlemans here py der 
morning, said he vould be pack, vot offered nine 
hundred. 

Mr. S.—Stout man? 

First Capper.—Yes. 

Mr. S.—Beard? 

First Capper.—Yes. 

Mr. S.—Thick-set? 

First Capper.—Yes. 

Mr. S.—Leave his name? 

First Capper.— No. 

Mr. S.— Address? 

First Capper. ~No. 

Mr. S.—H i'll wager it was Bonner. Hii've got a 
good mind to not sell the ’oss, to wait a while and see 
if he will come back. 

Second Capper.—Nonsense. Just walk the animal 
over there, please. He’s by Rysdyck Hambletonian ? 

Mr. S.—Yes, sir, 

Second Capper.—He’s a good sire; one of his get 
trotted a mile in 2:13 at Fleetwood the other day. 

Mr. S. 


Second Capper.—Believe so. 


-You mean ‘‘ Dashaway ?” 
Mr. S.—He’s a full brother to this one. He's a 
twelve-year-h’older; didn’t develop his speed till he 
was h’eleven. Think h’of it. 
(First Caprper brings the horse up. SEconp CAPPER 
examines it carefully.) 

Second Capper.—Mr. Seller, I will risk you one 
more offer. 

Mr. S.—What ? 


Second Capper.—Nine hundred. 
(Mr. SELLER turns to Mr. Buyer.) 


Mr. S.—Will you let it go at that, sir? 
regret it. 


You'll 


Mr. B.—No; if he is as represented, f will give a 
thousand. 

Second Capper (regretfully).—Sorry, but I will have 
Nine hundred was my limit; though actually, 
now that I’m out of the game, I believe the horse is 
worth fully fifteen hundred. 

Mr. S.—More; but H’ive got to obey the h’executor. 
He's yours, sir. 

(Mr. Buyer pays for the horse, and places it in charge 
of a stableman, to be sent to his residence.) 

Mr. B.—Good day, gentlemen. 


to pass. 





A city chap wandering around in an an- 
cient country cemetery noticed particularly 
the old headstones, dating back to the early 
part of 1700, and after deciphering a moss- 
covered, roughly-hewn, cherub ornament 
stone, exclaimed, ‘‘ By thunder! here’s where 
the Scribners got their idea for a cover.” 









































That Boy Again. 





STILL IN THE DARE REGARDING BIBLICAL MATTEKS, HE 
WORBIES HIS MOTHER. 





‘* Pa,” said the Rev. Mulkittle’s son, ‘‘ Sam- 
son was a strong man, wasn’t he ?” 

‘‘ Yes; Samson was the strongest man that 
ever lived.” 

‘Tell me about him.” 
‘Tt was intended 
be the strongest man, 

born——”’ 


The bewildered expression on the child’s 
face arrested the minister in his narration. 

‘‘ Before he was born ?” asked the boy. 

‘‘ Yes, before—that is before he was found 
in a hollow stump——” 

‘* Just like little sister.” 

‘* Yes; just before he was found, an angel 
appeared and foretold of his strength, saying 
that no razor must touch his head.” 

‘‘ Was the angel afraid that the razor would 
cut him?” 

‘‘No; the angel meant that his strength lay 
in his hair, and that his hair must not be cut 
off.” 


‘Tf I let my hair grow long can I lift more 
than I can now?” 

‘¢T don’t know about that.” 

‘¢ Are women stronger than men?” 

“76.” 

‘* But they’ve got longer hair. 

‘Yes, they have longer hair.” 

‘‘ 4 woman couldn’t whip you, could she ?” 

‘‘No; not easily.” 

‘‘ Was Samson a Democrat?” 

‘*T don’t know.” 

‘* But why don’t you know? 
was as old as you. How many 
that Samson killed?’ 

‘¢ One thousand.” 

‘‘He was bad, wasn’t he ?” 

“ne.” 

‘* But when a man kills anybody he’s bad.” 

‘‘The Lord was with Samson.” 

‘But the Lord says you musn’t kill any- 
body. Did Samson go to heaven ?” 

‘*T suppose so.’ 

‘* He’s the strongest angel there, ain’t he?” 

‘¢ You are getting foolish again.” 

‘* But I want to know. Will you know 
Samson when you go to heaven?” 

‘*T suppose so.” 

‘But you won't fool around him, will you? 
If he wuster hit you he’d break your wings, 
wouldn’t he?’’ 

‘*Go to your mother. The next time you 
attempt to question me about the Bible I shall 
whip you.”"—Exchange. 


that Samson should 
and before he was 


” 


I'd know if I 
men was it 





WAITER at a hotel table to Alderman 
O’Houlihan—‘‘ What will you have for des. 
sert, sir—pie or a ‘floating island?’” Wife 
of his defeated rival for aldermanic honors. 
who is seated at an adjacent table, sotto 
voce—‘‘Humph, ‘floatin’ oisland,’ indade? 
Faith, thin, it’s Blackwell’s he’d be at this 
blessid day, iv he got his roight disarts.” 





SaGE cheese isn’t always wise, but the 
wisest men are not always the strongest. 


SHE was weeping like a cat’ract, 
And I neared the maiden sad, 

Wond’ring what could be her sorrow, 
For my sympathy she had. 

Queried I, ‘‘ Girl, hast thou anguish ?” 
Whereupon her eyes did flash, 

As she wiped her nose, and blubbered, 
‘*Give ’s arest! I’ve lost my mash!” 


‘* Dip the bye get off ?” inquired Mrs. Mulli- 
gan of her husband, on his return from the 
police-court, where their son Teddy had been 
prosecuted for anassault. ‘‘ Did he get off ?” 
replied Mr. Mulligan; ‘‘ faith an’ he did, an’ 
the judge he says, ‘T'was a foine bating yer 
gave the gossoon of a Riley, an’ it’s meself 
that will be givin’ yer seven dollars and the 
costs for doin’ it.’ Faith an’ I think we'll 
soon be seein’ him, for the officer took him 
out the back way, to show him the shortest 
way home, I’m thinkin’.” Teddy was absent 
several weeks, however. 


SPRIGSON, who has a poultry-keeping neigh- 
bor, says if the latter’s rooster is a descend- 
ant of the one that caused St. Peter to weep 
when he crowed, he doesn’t wonder that poor 
Peter wept bitterly on hearing him. 


THE Penman’s Art Journal is one of the 
brightest, neatest, and most entertaining 
journals published. Illustrations and speci- 
mens, photo-engraved from actual pen-work, 


are only a few of its attractions. 





UDGE: I pronounce this delicious wine 
UN L D. 
Ail in ae have glasses filled, and shout, 
VIVE DE MONTIGNY ! 
E. C. RAMSDEN, Sole Agent 
108 Front St., N. Y. 





Castoria. 

“Why don’t I sleep—what makes I cry?” 
Quite well you know, dear Aunty Fy, 
When stomach ache and monf is sour, 
And mamma sleeps at midnight hour, 
Cry 1 must for sweet Castoria, 

Same as Aunty gives Victoria. 





ILES PERMANENTLY ERADICATED IN 1 TO 3 
weeks, without knife, ligature, or caustic. Send for circu- 
lar containing references. DR. HOYT, 36 West 27th st., N. Y. 





1.000 REWARD for a pertume like Read’s GRAND 
DUCHESS COLOGNE. It took first premium at At- 
lanta; also The World's Fair, and was pronounced the best in 
the world for pungency, strength, and delicacy of odor. It is 
made of Ottar of Roses and French Flowers. 





WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS, 





H. R. EvANS.—One accepted. 
‘* KEEP McumM.’’—Yes, please do so in future. 

G. S. B. Strrr.—The pieces you send will be used. 

M. M.—‘‘ What is good for mosquito Yites?” A tender skin. 

B. WALDRON.—You may become a poet—that is, if you are 
long-lived. 

McCartuy.—Stick to short sketches. It takes considerable 
of one thing and another to make a paragrapher. 

G. Vospure.—Sorry to be obliged to decline your article, 
because there is so much fine penmanship displayed. But that 
does not count for much when cold type takes its place. 


SOL REINSTINE. —There was no need of your going to such 
lengths in stating that you belong tothe superior race. A 
person would infer as much from your name. Neither was it 
necessary for you to say that we occasionally so far forget 
Ourselves as to make fun of that “superior race.” Yes, Sol, 
that “superior race’ to which you belong is a sort of a god- 
send to humorous or satirical papers. In fact, we hardly know 
what we should do if there was no “superior race” like the 
One to which you belong, and your threat to live long enough 
to see the last Christian sign torn down in New York, on 
account of the business aggressiveness of your ‘superior 
race,’’ furnishes us with another subject for illustration. Keep 
on the garment which we inferior folks usually wear next to 





the cuticle—even if it is a second-hand one. 





A Rapidly Tnoreasing Demand for 


LL qT 
LLG; EUAN 


has followed wherever it has become known in Stores, Hotels 
and families, It is especially recognized by the trade asa labor 
saving means of imparting brightness, WITHOUT SCRATCHING, 


PLATES ON STOVES. 


The Best Polisher for Silver and Plated Ware, Plate 
Glass, Show Cases, &c., &c. 


BUY NO OTHER. 


~ORGANS< 
27 Stops,l0 SetsReeds,$109.75 
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The Famous Beethoven Organ with a beautiful 
Pipe Top, Handsome Black Walnut Case, suitable 
for the Parlor, Church or Sabbath School. 
Shipped on one year’ 8 trial, with Organ Bench, 
Stool and Music, ONLY 


103.75 * 


Remit by Bank Draft, Post Office Order or Regis- 
tered Letter Money refunded with interest if 
not as represented after one year’s use. Organs 
built on the old plan, $30, $40, $50, 8 to 11 stops. 
a—- Catalogue FREE. Address or call upon 

DANIEL F. BEATTY, Washington, New Jersey 





BEHNING 


FIRST-CLASS 
GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT 


PIANOS. 


15 E. 14th St., and 129 E, 125th St. 


New York. 


CRANDALL & CO., 


OLDEST RELIABLE HOUSE. 
Premium Baby Carriages, 
with latest improvements; Crandall’s parasol 
top, shifting to any position. Send for price 
list. Goods shipped C. 0. D. Warerooms—3d 
ave., between 37th and 38th sts. Ask for the 

Genuine Crandall Safety Carriage. 


MY WIFE'S MOTHER. 


By * BRIC KTOP. ” 


Warerooms : 


Factory N. E. corner 124th street and Ist ave. 











One of the funniest and most satirical books ever published; 
everybody knows “ BRICKTOP " as the great humorist of the 
day. Do not fail to purchase this book, and judge for yourself. 
Send 10 cents to 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 
Nos. 34 & 36 North Moore St., N. Y., 





and you will receive a copy by return mail. 
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Rasen, On account oF Ac- 
Enveireias, LATING THE INTENSE 
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BOUND COPIES 
FIRST VOLUME 


OF 


“THE JUDGE,” 


Price in Cloth, $3.80. 


FOR SALE at the PUBLICATION OFFICE, 


34 and 36 North Moore St. 


MONARCH LINE. 


NEW YORK AND LONDON. 


Splendid, new, fast steamers leave dock adjoining Pavonia 
Ferry, Jersey City: 


GRECIAN MONARCH (new) 





Tuesday, Sept. 19 


Superior Accommodations for Saloon Passengers, 
Prepaid steerage tickets, $26, being $2 lower than by any 
other line. Apply to the General Agents, 


PATTON, VICKERS & CO., 


35 Broadway. 
* Does not carry passengers. 





WITH 


FIVE DOLLARS 


YOU CAN BUY A WHOLE 
IMPERIAL AUSTRIAN VIENNA CITY 


GOVERNMENT BOND, 


Which bonds are issued and secured by the Government. and 
are redeemed in drawings 
FOUR TIMES ANNUALLY, 
Until each and every bonds is drawn with a larger or smaller 
premium. Every bond must draw a Prize, 
as there are NO BLANKS. 

THE THREE HIGHEST PRIZES AMOUNT TO 
200,000, 50,000, and 30,000 FLORINS, 
And bonds not drawing cue of the above prizes must draw 

premium of not less than 


130 FLORINS. 


The next drawing takes place on the 


2D OF OCTOBER, i882. 


And every bond bought of us on or before the 2d of October 
is entitled to the whole premium that may be drawn thereon 
on thatdate. Out-of-town orders sent in REGISTERED LETTERS 
and inclosing $5, will secure one of these bonds for the next 
drawing. 


For orders, circulars, or any other information, address 


INTERNATIONAL BANKING CO,, 


No. 1530 Broadway, New York City. 
ESTABLISHED IN 1874, 
N. B.—In writing, please state that you saw this in THE JcpGE. 


Sa” The above Government Bonds are not to be compared 
with any Lottery whatsoever, and do not conflict wih any of 
the laws of the United States. ; 


a 














THE JUDGE. 





The Horse-Car.—After Walt Whitman. 
(Or vice versa.) 

I sING. 

Of the horse-car. 

Of the waiting on the corner for it; of the ap- 
proach of the green car when you want the red 
one. Of the running after it when late, hat fall- 
ing off; of falling in the mud of the avenue when 
tripping on a stone; of the laughter of lookers- 
on. Of the horses of it; many-jointed, five- 
pointed, triangular, shoulder-blades, ribs, prom- 
inent protuberant. Shoes coming off, decidedly 
thin and somewhat languid. Not rampant, but 
stumbling. 

Of the conductor of it, and the ringing of the bell 
to stop its career. Of the entrance, the rows of 
feet, like ferry-boats, recumbent on the floor. Of 
the sometimes treading on them, suppressed 
cusses recurrent and consequent. Of being 

packed in like sardines in boxes, of bad odors 

resultant on wet winter days, 
Of these things I talk. 
In my flannel shirt—unbiled. 
With one suspender only, and holes. 
In my boots—observing a spear of grasa. 
Puff, puff, toot, toot, ding dong. 
I blow my centennial fog-horn in favor of rapid 
transit. 
I, Walt. 
Of Camden, New Jersey. 
JEAN PIERRE £. 





STRONG ATTACHMENTS. —Mr. Redfreckle was sued for 
breach of promise. ‘‘You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself,” said the judge. ‘‘ Aman who would deceive 
a woman as you have done is entitled to a place in the 
penitentiary.” ‘Judge, it was on account of my 
strong attachments that I fooled the gal. Suppose | 
had married her and she had died, my life would be 
bathed in gloom. [thought about the matter, judge, 
and I looked at the girl and mused: ‘Suppose you 
were to become my wife and die, I'd be stricken with 
sadness.’ I can’t stand anything like that. My brother 
married some time ago and his wife died, and since 
then he has been unfitted for business.” But the 
young lady, sir,” continued the judge, ‘‘is in remark- 
ebly fine health, and the chances are that she will live 
longer than you do.” 
objection, judge. Suppose I were to marry her and 
die. She would be a widow. Widow! Why, judge, 
that word has a sad sound. I don’t want to be 
instrumental in making anybody a widow.” The jury 
brought in a verdict against the defendant, and his 
wages are now garnisheed to pay, in: installments, a 
judgment of five hundred dollars in favor of the girl. - 
Arkansas Trareler 


‘* Yes, and that was another 


A Co_tmsus ‘ Matrimonial and Natal Endowment 
Association” advertises’ as follows:—‘‘Seven new fea- 
tures. Examine our ‘Dog’ and ‘ Baby’ departments.” 
There is a touch of mystery about this, but it is certain 
that Georgia is progressing, says the News and Courier. 








The Notice of Builders, Architects and Plumbers 


IS DIRECTED TO MY 


“All Earthenware” Closet, 


Which is specially adapted for use in Hotels 
and Apartment Houses. 


This is the Cheapest and Most Reliable Closet in the market. 
60,000 of my closets in use in Europe, and over 20,000 in the 
United States. Send for catalogue. 


Jennings’ Sanitary Depot, 
7 Burling Slip, N. Y. 











ENOCA MORGANS SONS. 





FOR HOUSE CLEANING.—Saves Time, Labor and Money 
Cleans Paint, Wood, Marble, &c., and will Polish Tin, 
Brass, Copper, Knives, Glass, China Ware, Oil Cloths, &c. 





Marks Improved 
ADJUSTABLE 


Folding Chair 


With over 50 changes of posi- 
tion. Acknowledged the best, 
Seven different articles of fur- 
niture combined in one, and so 
simple that a child can readily 
transform it from an easy chair 
to a lounge, bed or child’s crib, 


MARKS A. F. CHAIR CO., 


Sole Prop’rs and Man’frs, 850 Broadway, N. Y. 
Chicago Office, 221 and 223 State Street. 








A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever. 
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S 


Oriental Cream, or Magical Beautifier 
RD 53 Removes Tan, Pimples, 
>| ta Freckles, Moth-Patches, 
— 2 @ and every blemish on 
r : g beauty, and defies detec- 
—™ 3 tion. It has stood the test 
=a © 5 of thirty years, and is so 
P= - st harmless we taste it to be 
“ | 4 sure the preparation is 
— 3 properly made. Accept 
a 2 no counterfeit of similar 
-~ iss] 






name. The distinguished 
Dr. L. A. Sayre said to a 
lady of the hautton (a pa- 
tient:)—“As you ladies 
will use them, I reconi- 
mend ‘Gouraud’s Cream’ 
as the least harmful of ail 
the Skin preparations." 
One bottle will last six 
x months, using it every 
. Ss day. Also Poudre Subtile 
removes superfluous hair withou! injury to the skin. 
ME. M. B. T. GOURAUD, Sole Prop., 48 Bond St., N. Y. 
For sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers throughout 
the U. S., Canadas and Europe. Also found in N. Y. City, at 
R. H. Macy’s, Stern's, Ehrich’s, Ridley’s, and other Fancy Goods 
Dealers. a@~ Beware of base imitations. $1,000 Reward for 
arrest and proof of any one selling the same. 





OF MAKING MANY BOOKS THERE IS NO END. 


Ecc. 12:12, 


ESTABLISHED 1836. 


NEAT AND ELEGANT 


Book BINDING. 


FROM THE 


Plainest to the Most Elaborate Styles. 


EMBLEMATIC DESIGNS FOR ALL THE LEAD- 
ING SUBSCRIPTION BOOKS. 


SPECIMENS ON EXHIBITION. 





IF YOU WANT GOOD WORK, AT LOW FIGURES, AND SAVE AGENT'S 
COMMISSION, COME DIRECT TO 


JAMES E. WALKER, 


14 Dey Street, New York. 


A FILE OF NEW YORK HERALD, 1847, AND TIMES, TO DATE, AND 
ODD NUMBERS, FOR SALE. 


aw EDITION WORK AT SHORT NOTICE A SPECIALTY. 
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THE JUS GE. 15 


No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, | ENGLISH HATS, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. KNOX, 


“Wiartin’s” Umbrellas. 


| 
. 212 BROADWAY, ? |“ DENTS” GLOVES, 
Tee ee ncn cick) Oo ee oo . 


Foreign Novelties. 
STYLES ARE CORRECT !! WORLD RENOWNED — #vUALITY — THE BEST!! —= 
Agents for the sale of these remarkable —- AA "5"4&§ can be found in every city in the United States. 


All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


None genuine without the trademark. 








Dear, mellow-voiced, starry-eved reader, did you ’ Md , 
ever see something about the decline of American The Wilson Patent 
humor?” Well, we got a gob of American humor ADJUSTABLE CHAIR. 
yesterday, written by a vahoo with pale pink hair - With Thirty Changes of Position. 
which was entitled ‘‘Marriage in Mormondom on tl r, Library, Invalid ¢ 
Tontine plan” Well, we declined it Decline ‘ Ane hag od sy > 

JAMES M BELL & CO American humor. Sabe?— Boomerang und col ort Eve 
. ee exact SCIENCE } 


SOME One says that Vennor’s wife teases him ever mail promptly 


31 Broadway, New York. 





A ; by = +: ~ Goods shipped t i 
time he makes a misecue in his weather predictions. READING POSITION. C.0.D. Send for ht 
Price, Per Case, (One Dozen).................- $6.00 7 Poor man! She must be teasing him all the time he is a a rye tea ++ _ — 
n the house enetatorne acetal Address The Wilson Adjus. Chair M'f'g Co. 





Billiard Tables. |." 20ers eons Sec 


Send one wo iree or five 
— ve: HeChi“s > didn’t After whom, thet for ‘ reta 0X by express 
wus Noah Webster. the dictions man. named best Candies in the World, } 
r handsome boxes, All str 
Sittus | “HS Suitable { ‘ ° 








r presents, Try 
. ; Address Cc. F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 
A WoMAN in Delaware set her clothes on fire while 78 Madison St., Chicago 
scratching a match on her shoe, and but for the pres 
4 ‘ ’ ‘ , 
ence of mind of a man who happened to be visiting COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 
her she would have been burned to death There is rhe bi as proved itse r rye 
“ lv « > ( or ] > o lieht tel nd mane it road 
really, onl me proper place t Hight a mateh, and er in v1 1 i we " 
women have no business playing with matches, any- ssiona | sou 
rhe grand me ~~ the Mai >on premium over all nations, has _— Ow) Cyt isoreyd hea pleasure, a nin 
been awarded to the C ender Billiard Tables and Combination Vay. y Blizzard. » its merit send stamp 
Cushions, Balls, Cues, ete,. at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. New . ” , with price list and fall information, 
ond-hand Billiard Tables tn all designs at lowest prices. An Englishman, writing on the subject of the sola THE POPE M’F'G 60. 626 Wash ington St. Boston Mace 
sain » SOS o.855, 
num tuberosum, says ‘Shakespeare mentions pota 
THE H.W. COLLENDER CoO. NEW YORK RIDING SCHOOL, 34th St., near 3a Ave. 





























toes twice.” We suspect the waiter didn’t hear him 
76 New 84 & 86 STATE ST., Chi. f the first time he mentioned ’em A fee of a shilling 
241 T TREMONT $ST., Beeton. 15 §. 5TH ST., St. Louis. ag = 
i ? ae s S ice be i le Orris- = 
SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE. would have made his hearing more acu , [, \| i\| = = resnall 
town Herald - 
» ee a R. F. COLE & CO. 
/ In the May number of the PEN- \ PHYSICIAN savs whistlil is a f2ooad exercise for 
Walayrg Pessershs 6 ALT JOURNAL begins a ‘ : . * 3 a food exe : I 
L —wourse of Practical Writing tive nes su Vhat does it benefit @ youth to have a 
f . 5 T 1 
Lessor ns ~ y He Spencer. Send two J-cent stamps for . r ¢ | ra if » le tinea a P W 
a copy, oF 81 for one year alain sound pair of longs if he is destined to have his head RINTERS AREHOU SF 
DL. T. AMES, PUBLIsHEx, 205 Broadway, New York. caved in by a brick before he reaches the voting age ? ‘ 201 205 WILLIAM STREET, 
Vorris + Herald, 
‘ A! ia hl 
DODGING A CREDITOR. CORNER PRANKPORT STRER New York. 
Oss’s ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALP. nae 
One of the Funniest Books Ever Published. : > > 
PRICE TEN oom SOLE MANUFACTORY: BELFAST, IRELAND Leads, Brass Rule, Brass Calleys, Metal Furniture and 
FRANK TOUSEY P —— Quotations. Boxwood, Mahogany and Maple 
AN SEY, Publisher, PUEISS CONCERTS, 14th ST.. NEAR 6th AVE, for Engravers’ Use. Biocking, Rout- 
34 and 36 North Moore St., N. Y. EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING 


ing, Mortising, Etc. 


WEBER, 


MANUFACTURER Ol 





Grand, Square and Upright 
PIANOS. 


PRICES REASONABLE. TERMS EASY. 





ar FE 


aii Warerooms: Fifth Avenue and West Sixteenth St.. New York 


FROM THE TIME OF JULIUS CESAR TO THE PRESENT DAY. 
Embracing the Loves, Adventures, and Revenges of many of the Great Characters who have figured conspicuously 
in the dramas of the World. Also containing the Lives and Tragic Deaths of the Noted American Assassins, 


JOHN WILKES BOOTH and CHARLES J. GUITEAU, together with a Full Account of 
The Mysterious Assassinations in Phenix Park, Dublin. 


ea- POR SALE BY ALL NEWSDBALERS. ex} BOX 2730, FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 34 and 36 North Moore St, N.Y. 
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AMERICAN MULE 





S FOR THE ENGLISH ARMY. 























